
P17H AND POINTA SONG TO THE WORLD. Jack Grodale. We thought we'd struck
I Something; signs were good, at least.

nt the thing never panned out much,
though that's neither here nor there.

without being obs;n ad by his opp(- -'

tieut. Pretty soon he heard the fellow
liehind him softly lift his head a little,
as if afraid of being overheard, and not

have heard the Captain snore in a vessel j

five miles off on the foggiest night you
ever saw. He and Calliope Bill would J

have made a team. You see, Calliope
with the unconscious movement of 8,11111

sleeping man. .lim slipped his hand; Just then the steward appeared on

down to his revolver, noiselessly ad- -

mated a little mirror be had behind the
lock for jttst snob emergencies, oocked
tt iJ ,.,.,'..1-1,- . kmaU it iin I .1 t iii'"T". . VTV I

curds, which he had in his left hand,
till the barrel pointed over his right gentleman, and in the course of our talk
shoulder, took aim in an instant by the at dinner I got up courage enough to

glass at the eye of the spying bartender, bring the conversation around to him-wh- o

was playing a skin game into the self. I had never dared to do this he- -

As I was saving, we thought we could
make it pay. So I left Jack and went
hack to Hornetsville for provisions. I
had turned out of the branch gully, in

which we'd been prospecting, and was
l l: l .1 .. . : 1 1 m 1,: ...,,.t

"C.U..1.. ling lie.,- ,- ,e sine, w. '"I)
a cavnon cut that lead down to the

valley in which the camp was situated.
The slope was pretty steep and slightly
bushed. I had to make my way along
carefully, for below me the sides of tht
gulch formed a series of natural ter-

races, and finally went straight down

the little stream that splashed and
fizzed and chuckled along the bottom.

"All of a sudden I heard a noise like
thunder. It was the middle of the fore- -

noon, and the sun was shining brightly,
The roar grew louder. In an instant it

Hashed upon me; it was a landslide. I
didn't know what to do. I couldn't tell
whether to go forward or backward. I

was pretty scared for a minute. But in

that minute an idea came into my head.
crept down as fast as I could to the

edge of the little steep which led to the
first terrace, lhe clill was perpendicu-
lar inclining in if anything; it was

about twenty feet down and the ledge
below was some six or seven feet wide,
with grass and bushes on it. I was
hanging over there in another moment,
and down I plumped, pretty well shaken
up and bruised, but all right. The ap-

proaching roar became louder and

louder. I lay down close to the rock.

Pretty soon stones and dirt and trees
came and rumbling off the
ledge, and shot past me down into the
ravine a regular cataract of stuff. It
kept up for about half an hour and then
the worst was over. But 1 had to snug-

gle close, yon better believe, after the
main body had got by. for now and then

straggling rock would tumble leis-

urely over the ledge, and sock down too

close for comfort. I lay still till I was

sure the thiti!' was done for. Then 1

got up and took a survey. I was in a

pretty pickle. The terrace narrowed in

both directions, sort of alligator shape.
It was thirty feet down to the next ter-

race, and that didn't appear to have any
outlet, either. Of course, I couldn t

shin buck up that rock. I didn't know
w hat to do. I let oil' a few yells, with

a faint hope that somebody might be
within hearing. I could just catch a
glimpse of Hornetsville, away down in

the valley through the opening of the
gulch, so far that it looked like a clus-

ter of bowlders beside the river. I heard
no answer to my calls but the far off

echo from the other side of the gulch
ami the faint clatter of the stream be-

low. I sat down and thought, every
once in a while giving a yell, till the
echo began to make me feel queer and

lonesome like. Then I shut mi and be-

gan to smoke,

"Old Jo Seven-u- p told me afterwards
how it was. He and Jim Budgelow
were playing a quiet little game of old
sledge at Tom Mulligan's Double Par-

lors. Jim had the hind on him (Jo
privately tendered me his thanks after-

ward, in liquid form,) when Jim sud-

denly dropped the cards and listened.
He had fortunately forgotten his plug,
and left it at his boarding house after
dinner.

" "Great Job !' exclaimed Jim, 'some-

body's in trouble tip there in Bed Hen

Gulch I Get out the boy s and we'll go
see what's up. Hear that yell? No! of

course you didn't, You couldn't, hear
the steam whistle down at the quarry
mill unless you climbed up on the root

and laid your ear to the pipe. Don't

talk go get the boys!'

"It was beginning to grow dark, when
I heard faint calls away off down the
mountains. 1 started up, put my hands
to my mouth and roared likeafog horn.
The shouts came nearer and nearer, ami

at last they were right above me. Pretty
BOOB I could just make out Jim's head
peering over the ledge above. They'd
been forehanded enough to bring a rope,
so I was soon out of that. But if it

hadn't been for Jim Bndgelow'l right
ear, probably my bone would now be

decorating that terrace in Bed Hen

Gulch.
"Jim didn't stav long at Hornetsville

.liter that. He got in a couple of little
scrapes. In the lir-- t one he had the
right of it and nobody objected.

"Jim was playing down at Tom Mul-

ligan's pretty late one night with a sort
of ll dandy sport that h id dropped in

from Denver, F.veryb dv else hid gone;
Tom Mulligun had fallen asleep in his

oheir, and the nan behind the bar aas
nodding serosa the oomter, which wa
almost directly back of Jim. lit was
losing right along in a wav that made

him u nt "rtabie and opici u- - lb- -
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1 hour to tln WOtM the bMUtlful world
In s()i t ' o it h chimin nml its earns.

It triiilH ud pains, i: I lhMTHH anS its staiiiH,

Jtb crui-- ill', t its, nml Itl snares.
With all its sad fault, 'tis tho bent world wo

have
'Tls the only one yiven to iirnn --

So let 01 neeept it. With Ihiinks, as it Is,

And enjoy it M long M mt i nn.
Then away with the. w,i, who ravils at life,

And wUbM his d&yi at an end I of
jfyrr yield tod pair, hut patiently hear

Such mishaps as man eaniu.t mend.

What miner who works the auriferious earth '

, . . , ; . . .j . . i

Would he s.n.r la mood, if the yield had was
good,

Because he found dross with the gold?
Then while you are working the vast mine of life.

Bo bumble, content, and resigned to
Never worry nor fret ; take the host you can get

And whistle the worst down tho wind.
Then away with the cynic, etc.

Wo were nut hero to struggle 'twas Heaven's
decree

Each loan has his mission to fill
Misfortunes may fret us, temptations beset us,

But we are Qod'l paoplc still.
When ill fortune moots us and einnit y greets us,

Wo should then on ourselves most rely
Be brave! for it takes, when tho storm on us

breaks,
More courage to live than to die.

IThen away with the cynic, etc.

'Tis a glorious world, if we look at it right,
And we should rejoice to be in here

are birds in each grove, there are sweet-
hearts to love,

And success, if we struggle to win it.
So let us determine that, happen what may,

Wo will stay with the weeds and the Mowers,
And tho friends and the foes, and tho joys and

t he woes.
Which make uji this groat world of ours.

Then away with the cynic, etc.

What folly to look on the dark side of life,
While tho world is refulgent with light !

Creep out of tho shade, and stand up ur.Uis-inaye-

In the raiment of reason bedight '

There is room for us all on this
earth.

So, with Charity's banner unfurled.
Let us join in one cry, while old 'l ime hurries by,

"Three cheers for this beautiful world. "

Then away with tho cynic, etc.
New York Weekly.

A MICROPHONIC EAR a

The trip was getting pretty dull'
The Northland was a very slow steamer.
We had been eight days out from Am-

sterdam, and there was every prospect
of eight more. We sat listlessly on the
Starboard dock in our sea chairs, a
rather glum looking set, talking at in-

tervals in a lazy, desultory way of any
trilling subject that came up. We
spoke of the fog, which had kept us
back the previous night. A small,
sharp-face- d man of about 4"), who
usually kept very quiet, and from whom
no one had succeeded in obtaining any
bits of autobiography to amount to any-

thing, suddenly spoke up, as if a new
and remarkable idea had just popped
into his head :

"By tle great Harry, couldn't Jim
Budgelow have taken in the shekels as
special fog watchman !"

We all started up interestedly at this
exclamation. There was silence for a
moment. Each one waited for some
one else to inquire into the special
qualifications of Jim Budgelow for the
position of special f"g lookout. Finally
an off-han- d old gentleman from Illinois
suiil :

"Perhaps you wouldn't mind telling
us something about Mr. Budgelow, now

you've got our curiosity stirred up?"
"No! 1 don't know that there's any

harm in giving a few facts about Jim,"
said the little, sharp-face- d man. "He
Wasa queer little fellow, Jim was," he
went on slowly, wish an air which
showed that he was going over specific
examples of Jim's peculiarities in his
his own mind, though his statement
was general.

"I tirst met him a g Kd many years
ago out at Pike's Peak. Sornetsville
was the name of the camp; gone now,
not a board left, though there must have
been a thousand people there then. We
called him Jim, 'the man with the mi-

crophonic ear.' Jonnv Whittle, who
hadn't been out of college long, cooked
up that name. You see, Jim's right
ear was a remarkable organ. It was
like a microscope whioh was fitted for
hearing instead of seeing. Bee? That
man could hear a bat wink in the day-

time. When Jim Budgelow took a

room at the hotel he could soon tell
whether be was the only occupant of
the lied. All he had to do was to give

the thing a kick and put his ear to the
headboard, and if there WM anv inhab-
itants present he could hear them
crau 1.

"This faculty of Jim'-- , was in some re-- l

gets a very amusing one, so usually
lie wore a plug iu tha' ear to soften
things down. But the boys never knew
definitely when the plug was in. and
for tins n ason, I presume, Jim Badge- -

low h character wa . the nly ohm hi

ornetavill thai hadn't I n Ihor I

CUI -1 Sobodj del ed sail
iisft I'., f 'i leu. ho bad

be

tun., and if it h

Trot newest thing iu the dog line
'uppies.

A lawyer aepe'ids on words; a reali
sstate man on deeds.

A FiTTiNii tribute -- the check that pave,
or your suit of clothes.

The police should keep an eye on tne
nan who is "dressed to kill."

Landladies are famous gossips; ther
My great attention to roomers.

Tux garbage man is like the Dea
Sea apple, when he turns to ashes.

Tue accounts of a side-doo- r salooi
ire kept up by a double entry systen

Tim tennis eraukness has lots of fun,
iven though she is a maiden all for-.aw- n.

K vekybody dislikes the dentist- - at
east they show their teeth whenever
ihey go into his office.

A lawyer is described as having a
tard metalic voice. Perhaps he is a
silver-tongue- d orator.

The late Judge Terry of California,
ivas ready for a quarrel whenever he-ja-

a good Field for it.

What is the different j between a cow
ind a broken chair? The cow gives
milk and the chair gives whey.

Visitob Is Mr. Deepvoice w ho sings
in your church choir a baritone? Juve-lil- e

Hostess No, ma'am; he's a Ger-
man.

Fat and sleek, many members of
traveling dramatic companies go out as.
'dressed beef" and come back "on the
aoof."

"1 knuw w hen to stop," said a tippling
man as he turned into a saloon. "And
you stop there most of the time," replied
his friend.

When the amount of express goods
was limited to what Adam, the father
f the business, could carry in a.satchel,

'.hat was the first "limited express."
The burglar who was caught in a.

shoe store after midnight asked to be
discharged by the judge on the ground
that it was a fitting place for every-
body.

"Fatheu," said Willie, who had just
been corrected, "that strap is heredi-
tary, isn't it?" "1 don't know that it is."
"But it descends from father to son,
doesn't it?"

Mas. Shobtptjrse (year 1899) -- John,
what became of those fashionable pant-a-

ons you wore on our summer trip in
188(J? John -- They are upstairs, some-

where. What do you want of them?'
"1 want to make them over for a dress."

MuDGE Now, I enjoy a joke just an

well when it is at my own expense as
when it is on some other fellow. Yab-sle- y

It's different, though with a drink,
isn't it, Mudge?" Then Mudge got mad!
and wouldn't speak for over twenty
minutes.

Augustus (of Boston) Pure light of
my soul, do you doubt my love and the-utte-

devotion of my manly heart?'
Angelina (of Texas) I fear I do doubt
you a little. But, Augustus, you
would not, you could not monkey with
my heart-strings- ?

SMALL boy- - Pap say he wan' yo' ter
put 'in new sole on dis yershoeer mine,
n' a new upper leather, 'n' lie- -

pairer of shoes Tink dat'U be 'bout dl
same's makin' a new shoe. Small boy

No, sah ; pap say de shoestrings on,

lis yer one am all right.
Philadelphia Man Is the London

Ec7io the only paper you have about
the house?" "Yes, I only subscribe fon
a foreign paper now." "Why, that
doesn't give any American news, and
von were never in England." "I know-that- ,

but the London papers don't print
any baseball.

MRS. nASHCHOFT fto applicant for
board) And lean assure you, sir, that
you will hear no complaints in my house
about tough steak. The victim (two

weeks later) She was right on the
itsak question It has been nothing
but codfish, mackerel and liver since I
b.iu been here.

iDVICh TO si in si tHl fBOPLJS.
A ise physician has lately called at-

tention to the injurious effects of too
much sitting, The American people
are notoriously a nation of sitters. Tho-lowe-

limbs grow weak and spindling,
v i e the body gives down at d doubles
up and grows at once thick and flabby,
rhs Interne organs are (tramped and!

weakened. The stomach Wcomos dys-

peptic, the k. Ineys debjitated and dis-

eased. The sedentary people could
taml ot wall, about at their work twice-
, moon as tliei do. The chest would

SXpaS l and the tinuk gTOH elect, slim,
lad graceful, particularly, if attention.

I was pahi to deep brent hinf. Admiral
porter,::, rsere old sefegedc asteutlj

his tie lv t I WNle He - splendid
us 0.11. ui beeltli i id vk Ml n d

deck and sounded the dinner gong. We
never failed to answer its call, though
just then we were little curious about
flatllinna Hill
7 fI sat opposite the sharp-face- d little

fore.
" Are you still in business in Chicago ?"

I ventured.
"No," said he, with a queer look, "I've

been connected with a New York paper
for some twenty years; been corres-
ponding for them from Paris for some
time, but I got tired of it and am going
back to my old place on the staff"

"Oh!" said I, meditatively.

inox r.

Like ridicule, irony is often more
effective than argument, and may con-

vey suggestions and ideas in a terse and
pithy manner, as when one says: "You
can't always judge by appearance: the
man who wears a diamond pin may be
really wealthy." A gentleman, it was
once said, never inflicts pain. On which
a wit remarks, "This is hard on the
dentists." Not a bad story is told of an
aged clergyman w ho met a man loudly
declaiming against foreign missions.
"Why," asked the objector, "doesn't the
church look after the heathen at home?"
" We do," said the clergyman, quietly,
and gave the man a tract. "What's
going on inside ?" Inquired a gentle
man ot the ticket-selle- r at the entrance
to a public hall. "An amateur per-

formance," replied the latter. "The
audience seem to be having a good
time ; I heard their shouts of laughter
four blocks away. What's the play?"
"Hamlet, " was the unexpected reply.
"That was a mysterious robbery the
other day," said Smith to Jones.
" Why, I don't see what mystery there
was about it," remarked Jones; "the
detectives caught the thieves the same
day." "Yes," "So far as you saw,"
said a counsel to a witness, "she was
doing her ordinary household duty?"
"I should say so she was talking," was
the ironical reply. "He never had but
one genuine case in his life," said a law-

yer of a rival, "and that was when lie
prosecuted his studies." Some lawyers
have hail curious experiences of ironical
wills. There is the not unfamiliar caseof
the French merchant who left a hand-
some legacy to a lady who had refused
to marry him twenty years before, in
gratitude for her kindness iu not taking
him at his word. There is a good deal
of pointed satire in such ironical facethe
as the following: We are reminded
that the mania for adulteration is so
great that you can't buy a quart of sand
and be sure that it is not half sugar. A

resident in a suburban house was asked
how his house had fared during a snow-

storm. "Oh, badly," was the reply;
"my cistern is the only dry place in it."
Some good wholesome advice may thus
be conveyed to careless householders.
They will please note that the most
effectual method of disc ivering a gas-esca-

on their premises istohunt for it
by the the light of a naked candle until
they find it "What would civilization
be with a piano V asked a philosopher.
" Among other things, it would be able
to sleep at nights, besides being a
thought less unhappy by day,'" replied
a writer. Wot ll I do with uus burglar
alarm. Bill; take it along?" asks burglar
number one. Second burglar Yes;

slip it in the bag; we can get something
for it.

. EXGIXtC l l 1 1 I 1 ins.
Bub-Edit- or The ow ner of the paper

was in here to-da-

Editor-in-Chi- ef Indeed! Hid he ask
who wrote that stirring editorial on
"The Problem of the Hour ?

S. E. No, He didn't mention the
editorial page,

E. I. 0, Oh! Wanted to compliment
us on our improved new service, I lap
pose.

S. K. He said nothing about that.
K. . C, He didn't. What in tho

world did he say V

S. E. He asked how many "Want"
advertisements we had. NtU York
Weekly.

I rs ll I OA ii. ii IWAT,
"Hot iis a pOOtJf baby, dond id," e- -

olaimed Bern Bpellbrocker to the father
'if ii in1 hubv that hus just bean landed
iu the household.

"Yes, it is u dumpling, sure," replied
tin lather.

"Who raj d.t baby, a girl or a by ?"

Vied Huns.
"Can't you nue ?" a.kc.l the father

Veil, I dink not id i.i, a girl," ni..l
H ii

"i'oi red it h oi did as i lUMM 1

"oh, h . .m.e iu. c, t much
inn on id iit.e." i Vatieei

hands of the gambler and fired. He
got his man, but the gambler was too
quick for him, and shot out of the door
like lightning. That was the last ever
seen of him in Hornetsville. Some of
the boys found fault w ith Jim for not
giving it to the sport first, but Jim naid,
though he'd trust that right ear's re- -

ports from the word go, he thought he'd
make dead sure of his case before he
shot the fellow. The first glance in the
little mirror settled it. Of course, no-

body could blame Jim for this affair,
though at first Tom Mulligan was a
iittie mad to lose such a first-clas- s bar
tender, good articles of that sort being
somewhat rare in the mountains just
then.

"But hardly a one of the boys stuck
up for Jim in is next scrape. He
knew they wouldn't, and lit out with-

out waiting for public opinion to get at
him.

"Tom Mulligan started a restaurant
next door to his saloon, and brought a
girl over from Denver as cashier. She
wasn't very handsome ; she was freckled,
nail washed our red nair and nan loem;
but she wtis a girl and the boys went
wild over her. The restaurant trade
just boomed. Jim was completely gone
on her. Ho couldn't get enough to eat
in those days, and couldn't pay often
enough for what he did get. Spruce
young Johnny Whittle, though he'd
been used to liner society, paid a good
rlnal of attention to the nrirl. too: inat
for fun, I suppose. He knew more
about the sex than Jim did. but Jim
meant business and Johnny didn't.

"Jim used to loaf around the restau-
rant nights till it closed up, and then
drop into the saloon for a game or a
drink before going home. One night
be started out earlier than usual, leav-

ing most of the boys still in at Tom's.
Jim knew that the girl lived over tho
restaurant. He'd often looked up for a
light in her room one reason why he
went off early. But this particular
night, as I happen to know, there wasn't
any light. In a few minutes Jim re-

turned. His face was as white and
stern. He stood in the door a moment,
looking sort of wild like.

" 'Stand out there. Johnny Whittle!'
he said. 'And the tirst man that stirs
is good asdead! I've got a little speech
to make. As I went by the restaurant
I heard the girl up there talking in her
sleep. And you know who she was
talking about! Not me! No, it was
you. Johnny Whittle. You've been
trifiin' with that girl, and you know it,
and you've got to pay for it right now.
Staud back there !'

"One shot from Jim's revolver and
Johnny fell. Jim disappeared in the
darkness. I didn't think at the time
that Jim ought to have done it. neither
did most of the bovs, as I said, but I
didn't get a chance to express my
opinion personally, for the vigilance
committee didn't catch him. I don't
believe myself they wanted to, for most
of them were friends of Jim's, and he'd
always acted square up to that time. I

heard nothing of Jim for a long time.
I'd left the mountains some years and
was in business in Chicago, I was
walking down 13 tate street one day when
a broken down, trampish-lookin- g man
stopped me.

" Hello, old fellow! won't VOU speak
to an old acquaintance?'

"I looked at him a moment; then
came a flash of recognition.

" 'Jim Budgelow, by all that is glo-

rious, ' 1 exclaimed.
"'The same.' says he; 'but things

have gone hard with me since the old
time." And iu reply to my inquiries he
told me a little about himseli. I had
a -- ofi berth here with the tire depart-

ment for a long time: night watchmen,
stationed on top of the building, and
celled thSSB out when I beard a cry of

lire. BQl 1 got hard Ol Hearing some
Vay; couldn't hear a cry move than half
a milt , and then they put in tin alarm
I. 'e- - mo i imepuislv, and I was

shoved out. Now inv right ear ain't
much better than the other. Hard
h hen a fellow 's getting "ii in years.'

"I di. Ill t t ig. t wh.it I wed to Jim
Budgelow, so i geva him 110 and my
mt.l i Hut he e 111.

whv Ii.it err.
U ,1. ll Hid

.ilnt

'iit
aidI!

I l.tg t - ' '
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